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The Outlaw Chief 


“He will cut the skin from your 
body and make a drum, and his sons and 
daughters will dance to the rhythm he will 
beat on it,” the farmer warned. 

“He will take your head off and drink 
beer from it,” said another. 

The warnings were gloomy, yet the 
young man who heard them smiled and 
said, “I must go and see this man.” 

The warnings had not been given with- 
out reason. Afrikaner, the man the farmers 
were talking about, was an outlaw. There 
was a.price on his head. 

Back in the early days, he had been free 
to roam all over South Africa. Then the 
white farmers had come and settled the 
land. Afrikaner and his clan had been made 
slaves. Their master had been cruel. The 
clan had rebelled, murdered the farmer, and 
fled. 


Again and again the government had 



























sent armed men to capture Afrikaner, but 
always he had eluded them or defeated 
them in battle. His name was legend in 
Cape Town, and everywhere mothers fright- 
ened their children into being good by 
warning them that Afrikaner would get 
them if they didn’t obey. 

Robert Moffat, just arrived in Africa for 
the first time, knew all about this, but stili 
he wanted to see Afrikaner. After all, Afri- 
kaner had invited him to come! 

And Moffat had heard that two mission @y 
aries had already spent years trying to con- 
vert the man and had reported some success. 

So on he went, and after many troubles, 
arrived in Afrikaner’s village. 

To make a long story short, the outlaw 
chief received him kindly. True, he found 
it hard to give up all his bad habits, but 
the day finally came when he was converted 
and began telling the other villagers that 
they should be Christians too. 

Then Robert Moffat had to return to 
Cape Town, and decided to take Afrikaner 
with him. To protect his life, they agreed 
to pretend that Moffat was “master” and 
Afrikaner was his servant. 

On the way, Moffat stopped at the homes 
of several of the farmers he had visited on 
his way up. Many were amazed to see him. 
“You are not Moffat,” said one. “You must 
be his ghost. Afrikaner killed you. Some- 
one reported he saw your bones.” 

Afrikaner heard—and smiled! Moffat 
said, “Afrikaner did not kill me. He is a 
good man today.” 

“I can’t believe it,” said the farmer. “He 
killed my uncle.” 

“Well, there he is, standing beside you 
now,” said Moffat quietly. 

“The Lord be praised,” said the farmer 
reverently. 

And when the two men reached Cape 
Town, the governor used the money that 
had been offered for capturing Afrikaner 
to fit him up with a wagon and provisions. 

Paul wrote, “If any man be in Christ, he 
is a new creature.” It was true for Afri- ¢ 
kaner. It will be true for you, too, if you 
want it to be. 








Your friend, 
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THROUGH DEEP WATERS 


By INEZ STORIE CARR 


K™ was surrounded by a circle of bellig- 
erent dog eyes. When he shifted his 
body by the slightest movement to ease the 
pinching of the chains or the tightness of 
the ropes, the ring of dogs growled, tensing 
their muscles. 

Any attempt to escape would be futile, 
Kem knew. There was no way to get past 
these trained dogs. Besides, escape would 


Kem noticed that though the young man walked right 
in front of the savage dogs, they didn’t see him. 
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have been impossible anyway, for the 
Chinese bandits had trussed him up like a 
package of meat in ropes and chains. 

They wanted to be sure he did not get 
away from them until they were ready to 
dispose of him in their own savage way. 

Kem was an innocent Chinese boy from 
the Seventh-day Adventist mission, and he 

To page 17 





LESTER QUADE, ARTIST 


< 


AUGUST 1, 1956 / 3 











A MESSAGE FROM 


THE GREAT GREAT ONE® 


By ELVA B. GARDNER 


, punneeeerd asked a great many questions 
—probably more than any boy in his 
village, and that was truly a great many! 

The village where he lived in Africa was 
made up of round huts covered with roofs 
of grass. Songezo and his father were 
squatting outside their huts now, doing 
nothing in particular, except that Songezo 
was thinking up questions. 

“Who made the goats?” he asked his 
father. 

“Nukulu Nukulu [{“The 
One”},” his father told him. 

“Is Nukulu Nukulu a man?” 

Why would this boy never stop asking 
questions! But all boys ask questions it 
seemed. 

“Nukulu Nukulu created the whole 
world, the sun and moon, the stars and all 
things.” The father hoped this would satisfy 
the lad for really Father didn’t know most 
of the answers himself. 

“Where is the Great Great One now?” 
Surely he would never run out of questions! 

“The goats should be in the fields by now. 
Hurry along with them before the day is 
any older,” and Father turned his attention 
to some work nearby, ending the conver- 
sation. 

Out through the crooked lanes of the 


Great Great 


little village Songezo took the goats to the 
grassy lands. There he stretched out on the 
green slope with his hands under his head 
and looked up into the heavens where the 
Great Great One was supposed to be and 
thought up more questions. Did the Great 
Great One make a lot of goats and lions 
and elephants and then go off and leave 
them? He thought, too, about the basket that 
was kept in their hut for the spirits. Mother 
always put a little mush in it and set it out- 
side the door to feed the spirits. Were the 
spirits people who had died in the village 
and were now bringing trouble and sick- ~ 
ness? 

That night while Songezo ate his mush 
he asked his mother the questions he had 
thought of during the day. But he didn’t get 
the answers that he wanted. He still didn’t . 
know where the Great Great One lived - 
now or whether anyone had ever seen Him 
or whether the spirits had ever been seen. 

Weeks and months passed and Songezo 
was still asking questions and was still not 
satisfied with the answers. Then a stranger 
came to the little village. He told the people QP 4 
that in a village many miles to the east the 
people had received a message from the 
Great Great One. He did not know what 
the message was, or how it came. 
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At once Songezo ran to his father. “Let 
me go and find out what the message says,” 
he pleaded. 

“But my son, the tall grass has not been 
burned. It is higher than your head. It is 
full of wild animals.” 

It took a few days of coaxing before 
Songezo was permitted to start. He began 
his journey early in the morning while it 
was cool and by midday he had covered the 
grasslands. It was not easy to travel through 
jungle with which he was not acquainted, 
but he walked quietly lest he disturb the 
wildlife. When he came again into the clear- 
ing he prepared to spend the night by 
gathering wood for a fire—not that he 
would be cold, but to keep wild animals 
away. 

The following day he passed through the 
tall grass country, driven on by the assur- 
ance that he would find the answers to all 
his questions at the journey’s end. 

When he came to a village he would ask 
if anyone there had heard of the message 
from Nwkulu Nukulu, but no one could give 
him the answer he hoped for. The people 
were always kind and shared their food 
with him. For several days he pressed on 


toward the distant village. After fourteen 
days of walking, he met a group of men 
carrying a wounded man to a mission hospi- 
tal in another village. 

“The white doctor will heal his wounds,” 
one of the men told Songezo as they carried 
their burden along the jungle trail. 

“Where is the white doctor?” Songezo 
asked. He had never seen a white man and 
as for doctors he was acquainted only with 
witch doctors, who worked magic to discover 
why the spirits had sent trouble. Perhaps 
the white doctor knew about the message 
from the Great Great One. 

“About one day’s journey we will come 
to the mission hospital,” he was told. 

“In my village we heard about a message 
that the Great Great One has sent,” Songezo 
told his new friends. “I am looking for the 
people who received the message.” 

“At the mission hospital you will hear it,” 
the men said. 

This news was reward enough for the 
many weary days in the jungle. Songezo 
was so excited that at times he ran ahead of 
the burden bearers. 

When he reached the mission he was told 

To page 19 


After walking many days, someone told Songezo where to find the people who knew the mes- 
sage from the Great Great One. It was such good news that he almost ran the rest of the way. 
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JACK’S ADVENTURE 


By ARCHA O. DART 





CHAPTER 9: THE RAILROAD ACCIDENT 





WHAT HAPPENED BEFORE: 


Jack wanted adventure for the summer vacation, 
and had almost agreed to sneak off to Texas with Carl 
Hunter. Then, hearing a sermon by Mr. Armstrong in 
academy chapel, he had chosen to go out as a col- 

orteur instead, selling good books from door to door. 

hat adventure he had found! With three other boys 
from the academy he was sent to Cardiff, in Macon 
County. They rented a room with two double beds for 
sleeping headquarters, and here they spent the week- 
ends. During the week, Jack often worked twelve hours 
a day, and would sleep in the homes of the people at 
ay It was hard work, but he had good success until 
one day. 


| ever sat Jack on a stump. He had been 
sitting there a long time, too. He was not 
writing, nor studying—just sitting. It was 
the colporteur Big Week at that. The boys 
had set as their individual goal $400 
worth of orders for that Big Week. Jack 
had set his goal for $100 a day for the first 
four days. Then if for any reason he had 
not reached his goal, he would have Friday 
as a margin. He had even gone out to his 
territory Sunday afternoon in order to be all 
ready for a running start Monday morning. 
But here he was on that old hickory stump. 
No, he was not resting, nor lazy, nor wait- 
ing for anyone. It was Tuesday afternoon. 
He was stumped—had been for more than 
an hour. 

Several letters had been received from 
Mr. Armstrong encouraging the boys to 
make this a real BIG WEEK. Even the 
conference president had written to them 
urging them to faithful service as good sol- 
diers. The boys had been on fire with en- 
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thusiasm. Jack had reviewed his canvass, 
studied all kinds of selling points, and had 
had high hopes of taking many orders. But 
here he was on a stump. 

Jack had given his first canvass Monday 
morning to a family while they were eating 
their breakfast. They had not taken a book, 
but that did not disturb him at all. The true 
colporteur has as his motto, “Failures do not 
count, success is what we are after.” By noon 
Monday Jack had not taken one single or- 
der. Monday night when he made out his 
report for the day, it was something like 
this: 


Number of hours worked 12 
Number of exhibitions 24 
Orders 0 
Value $00.00 


Small books sold 1.25 


But Tuesday morning brought a new day 
and new courage. Realizing that he would 
have to work harder to make up for the lost 
time Monday, he went to work with fresh 
vim. By dinnertime his report for the week 
had not been raised one red cent. He de- 
cided it was time to review his canvass for 
the mth time. He brushed up his memory 
on all kinds of sales talks and sales tricks. 
But work as hard as he could, no orders did 
he get. This was the poorest success he had 
had in his experience. What would his Big 
Week be like! Here it was three o'clock 











Tuesday afternoon and only one order for 
a small book, value $1.25. According to his 
goal he ought to have between $150 and 
$200. Then he saw that stump over in the 
woods and decided to sit on it. He did not 
care to review his canvass. He had used ev- 
ery selling point he had ever heard of. 
There was nothing more he could do. 

Several times he began to doze into a lit- 

tle summer sleep, but he would arouse him- 

self and say, “This is Big Week. I must be 
Qo:kinz” Then he would recall how well 

he had been doing so far and would go back 
to sleep murmuring, “I am taking as many 
orders right here on this stump. I might as 
well stay here.” The thought came to him 
between naps that he might as well go 
back to headquarters and wait—wait for 
what? Might as well return home. His can- 
vassing days seemed to be about up after all. 
It seemed to be just luck or no luck. He took 
another doze. 

Then from somewhere, somehow it 
seemed that a voice said, “How much have 
you prayed about this Big Week, Jack?” 

Jack sat up. Yes, he had said his regular 
prayers every day, but he had not had a 
special prayer for that week. He believed in 
works and had gone at the thing with all 





the vim of a man. He had 
felt sure he could sell many 
books with that good can- 
vass and his strong selling 
points; he did not need to 
ask for special help from the 
Lord. Of course, he never said this out loud, 
but that was what it amounted to. He decided 
to pray. After prayer, he sat down on that 
same stump to think it all over. Again he 
prayed, and read a chapter from his little 
Bible, and came to these words, “What doest 
thou here, Elijah? And he said, I have been 
very jealous for the Lord God of hosts.” Jack 
closed the Bible and began to think over 
what he had read. Here the Lord had asked 
Elijah this question, not out of curiosity, not 
for information, for He knew where His 
servant was and what he was doing. Elijah 
had been very zealous for the Lord, and had 
done a mighty work for Him, but there he 
was—discouraged. 

Jack reviewed his work for that summer. 
Yes, the Lord had greatly blessed him. He 
had been able to meet many people and talk 
to them about their Christian experience. 
He had taken a number of orders, but here 
he was on a hickory stump. 

He knelt down and prayed: “Dear Lord, 





Jack sat on the log, stumped! What was the matter? Why wouldn't the people buy? He had 
hoped this would be a record week. Now it was Tuesday afternoon, and he hadn’t sold anything! 





HOMER NORRIS, ARTIST 





this is Thy work. Here are the people who 
know Thee not. Here is the book filled with 
Thy message of truth that will bring hope 
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THE GOING-TO BOY 


By MARION STEARNS CURRY 


He's the kindest and willingest boy | know. 

With a smile he will always agree to go 

Wherever he's wanted; agree to do 

Exactly the things that they want him to; 

He means it, too! But he's never there— 

He's a going-to boy, and he gets nowhere. 

I'm afraid he will have to find out the hard 

: way 

_ That breaking one's word simply doesn't pay. 

Then the going-to boy will become he-who- 
does 

(Which he'll probably think that he always 
was!) 

Though others may laugh and find this absurd, 

It won't matter at all when he honors his 
word. | 

PLN LISS SNS ISIS ~~~ ~~~ ~~~ 


and salvation to their troubled, sin-bur- 
dened hearts: But I cannot do anything 
without Thee. Now here I am; use me as 
Thou seest best. For Jesus’ sake. Amen.” 

He arose from his knees feeling much 
happier. He sat down on the stump again 
to lay some plans for the next day’s work. 


8 { JUNIOR GUIDE 


He believed that he would go to a little 
mining camp a mile or two away, get a 
room for the night, and be ready to begin 
early in the morning. He found a place to 
stay, and after supper went out on the 
porch to talk a little while with the family. 
But they seemed to be so busy with their own 
conversation that he decided to walk around 
a little and get the lay of the camp. 

The first man he saw seemed to be so 
friendly, Jack decided to ask him a few 
questions about the mines there. Before very 
long he discovered that this man was inter- 
ested in the Bible and was anxious to know 
all the meaning of the distress and calamity 
that was in the world at the present time. 
Jack began to explain some of his questions. 
Then he told him of this wonderful book 
that he was selling and what a blessing it 
had been to him. The man looked at the 
book and ordered it in the best binding. 

While he was still talking to this man, 
another fellow came up and became inter- 
ested in the book, too. The first man turned 
to him and said, “Bill, that is the best book 
I have seen in a long time. We are not 
thinking as much about heaven as we 
should be. You ought to get one of these 
books too and study it with your children.” 

The man ordered one. Jack saw that he 
could find the men at home at this time of 
the day better than at any other time. When 
at last he had to quit because all the people 
were in bed, he went to his room with a 
light heart. He felt that he had been a help 
to someone that afternoon. His report too 
revealed a gain: 


Hours worked 1] 
Exhibitions 26 
Orders 14 
Value $152.50 
Small books sold 12.00 
Total value 164.50 


Tears came to his eyes, and he dropped 
to his knees, saying, “Father, I thank Thee 
for this success I have had today. May I 
never be just a book agent again, but may 
I be Thy true colporteur taking Thy living 
message to the people who know Thee not. 
For Jesus’ sake. Amen.” 


“I read a story in one of the scientific 
magazines this week that has set me to 
thinking a great deal,” Frank said one Sun- 
day morning just before the boys began 
their Sunday program of sewing on buttons 
and writing letters. 
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“Let's hear it,” the others mechanically 
answered. 

“At first I did not think so much about 
it. Thought it was just a story made out of 
someone’s overworked brain. But I would 
like to see what you fellows think about it.” 

“You have my curiosity awake by now,” 
remarked Donald. 

Joe and Jack looked up from their socks 
and darning needles and waited for the 
story. 

“A few weeks ago,” Frank began, “a 
salesman was driving along a paved high- 
way at a moderate rate of speed, thinking 
thoughts that were miles away. Somehow 
the balmy April day had dulled his pres- 
ence of mind. Suddenly he became aware 
of the fact that the huge engine of the fast 
express was bearing down upon him. He 
did not have time to stop. The mighty en- 
gine struck his car right in the center and 
sent him fifty feet into the air. Much to his 
surprise, it did not even hurt him when he 
hit the ground. He saw the train slow down 
and stop a few hundred yards down the 
track. Although he was not in pain, he 
wondered why he had no desire to get up. 
Some hair was down in his eyes, which 





































































































he started to brush away; but to his horror, 
his hands went right through his head. He 
tried again, with the same result. Next he 
laid his hand across his chest. His arm went 
right down to the ground. ‘Ah,’ he said to 
himself, ‘I know what has happened. I was 
killed at that crossing, and this is my spirit.’ ” 

“What on earth have you been reading, 
Frank Hilton?” questioned Joe. 

“That sounds like a fiction story to me,” 
remarked Jack. 

“Do you want to know what I think about 
it?” asked Donald. 

“Now wait a minute. Let me finish it,” 
Frank insisted. 

“In a few moments a Light was standing 
near him and a voice said, ‘Get right in.’ 
Turning his head he saw a small machine 
just large enough for two. In he stepped. 
The machine left the earth and soared into 
the blue above. Faster and faster it went. 
Seeing that the speedometer registered only 
one, the man asked what it all meant. The 
Light replied, “We do not measure speed by 
the same standard that you do on earth. Our 
standard of measurement here is the speed 
of light, which travels at the rate of 186,- 
173 miles a second. According to the way 
they measure on earth, we are 
now making more than 670,- 
222,800 miles an hour. I 
can speed up until we 
would be going twice as 
fast as light, or three times, 
or four, or any number you 
may wish to name. Then, 
too, I can slow down until 
we would not be going 
more than an inch a day.’ 

“The Light then asked 
whether he would not like 
to turn back and get one 
more view of the earth be- 
fore he left it for the un- 
known. Of course the man 
consented. At first a dark 
mist could be seen out in 
the eternal blue, it became 
lighter, and then the round 
earth came into full view 
again. Seeing they were ap- 
To page 19 
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As the salesman approached a rail- 
road crossing, he suddenly noticed 
an express train rushing at him. 
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~~ RUGGED“MEN 


By HORACE GATES 


PART 3 


MS the glasses—quick!” 

I threw the safety strap around my 
neck, propped my elbows on my knees, and 
in a wink twirled the lenses into place. 
“Wow! Am I ever glad I’m here and it’s 
there.” 

“What's where?” “Seeing things again, 
eh?” “Now what?” “Really? What is it?” 
came a landslide of questions with a variety 
of expressions all the way from near sarcasm 
to genuine interest. There was a question 
that sounded as if the asker thought maybe 
I was seeing a mirage of a pre-Flood dino- 
saur; and another that implied that I was 
probably putting a head, four legs, and a 
set of horns on some poor black log or 
rotten stump. 

“A bear! A whopper of a bear!” I an- 
swered at last. “Why—it’s as big as a cow. 
Don’t take my word for it. See it yourselves,” 
and I handed the glasses toward a maze of 
outstretched hands, hoping for the sake of 
the glasses that the two hands that got them 
belonged to the same person. 

Now, reader, don’t bring up that hat of 
Henry’s again. You recall that in Part 1 of 
our story Henry stuck his hat on a stick at 
the head of his sleeping bag, then pro- 
ceeded to go to sleep and dream about bears 
only to awaken in the dim moonlight to 
find himself being attacked by a big black 
bear—no, no, not a bear, a hat. Really, this 
thing we looked at had four legs, and a 


10 { JUNIOR GUIDE 


head, and it walked. Hats just don’t walk. 
Not even women’s hats. 

Imagination does queer things. There we 
sat on a high ridge watching a bear move 
slowly across the side of a steep hill sepa- 
rated from us by a deep canyon. Now, I 
don’t mean that we were imagining that we 
saw the bear. He was real, all right. But we 
used our imagination to give strange names 
to the snow patches the bear crossed. The 
hillside was a mixture of rockslides, mead- 
ows, and patches of snow. These patches of 
snow were of various sizes and shapes, so 
we gave each patch a name. To help tell each 
other where the bear was at any given time 
we would simply say he was on the Scottie 
dog’s nose, or he was crossing the old man’s 
chin, or he was just entering Asia, et cetera. 

The old bear kept ambling along as 
though he had more time than Father Time 
himself. He would lie down and rest, or 
pull up a few plants, or walk lazily over the 
snow patches—completely ignorant of the 
fact that he was the object of interest for 
humans in the grandstand just across the 
gully; and also quite ignorant that he was 
tickling Scottie dog’s whiskers, or crossing 
without passport into China. We watched 
the old fellow for a long time. 

We speculated how large he was, and 
even wondered what he would do if we were 
to pay him a backstage visit to get his 
personal autograph. But the chain of ridges 





* 


@.. 





upon which we stood stretched away and 
away to the land of sunrise and seemed to 
call us on, promising more adventure in 
store, but carefully concealing the price that 
would be exacted in cramped muscles and 
weariness. Then, too, our original destina- 
tion for the day was still far away. From the 
lookout cabin that we had visited early in 
the morning we had turned our glasses east. 
Another cabin was spotted. We must reach 
it. 
Somehow I found myself quite far ahead 
fe | of the group. I had just cleared a thicket of 
“s . 7 trees and tangled brush and was descending 
a rather precarious rockslide when Henry’s 
voice suddenly fell on my ears, sending 
chills down my spine, for it had in it that 
hurried, startled sound that might mean any- 
thing from mangled bones to a mountain 
lion. Again the voice, then a head and 

shoulders emerged from the brush. 
“Your camera, quick! It’s coming right 

toward you,” he said. 

“Sure, sure, my camera—I put it in the 
very bottom of the pack just ten minutes 


*« 


If you think we were imagining things 
when we said there was a Scottie dog in 
the snow, take another look at the patch 
near the top of the ridge at the right! 
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ago so it wouldn't get dam- 
aged,” I muttered to my- 
self. “Coming! What's 
coming?” The next words 
made me feel a bit safer. A 
deer was coming to meet 
me. The contents of my pack flew like dirt 
when a dog is digging for a gopher— 
whole-wheat sticks, raisins, chocolate, apples, 
and at last the camera. 

Exposure and speed were quickly ad- 
justed and I was on my stomach aiming the 
deadly thing like a sniper awaiting the 
swift approach of a hidden enemy. There 
were seconds that seemed like hours, then 
a chorus of voices. My finger trembled, 
poised for action. The brush above cracked. 
Here it came, in long sure-footed bounds. 
One hundred feet. Fifty feet. Thirty feet. 
Would the graceful creature know me from 
a rock? I could almost feel all eight points 
of its hoofs along my spine. Twenty-five 
feet, and the shutter clicked. The deer ap- 
plied brakes to all four, gave one startled 

To page 21 
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If we look discouraged, there’s a reason. After hik- 
ing miles and miles to this cabin, hoping for some 
good food, we found Well, you’d better read 
the story and discover for yourself what we found! 
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FIRE IN THE HAY. 
By Tommy Tucker @ » 


— day was hot; the air was dusty; and 
the hayloft was a very unpleasant place. 
But Jim had said that he had a secret 
to show Dennis and that was the only place 
he could show it to him. 

The two were seated in the hot stuffy 
hayloft now, their backs against the hay, 
their faces gleaming with perspiration. 

“O.K., what is it?” Dennis asked. 

Jim grinned, showing his own nervousness. 
“Maybe you'll sissy up and go and tell on 
me. 

Dennis laughed. “Of course not. Now 
come on. What is it?” 

“I don’t know,” Jim delayed. “I’m not so 
sure. You're a e 

“Come on. Come on!” 

7 a goody-goody. Mother’s boy. A “ 

“Jim! Cut it out! What is it? It’s hot- 
ter'n F 


ot 
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a tattletale too, probably. But 
fire up here!” 

“O.K. Here,” Jim said, reaching his hand 
toward his pocket. “I'll show you.” 

Dennis waited impatiently while Jim took 
his time about reaching into his pocket, and 
withdrawing the small package. It was some- 
thing wrapped in a small brown paper sack. 

Jim took his time opening the sack, too. 

“Come on! Come on! I’m ” The words 
stopped in Dennis’ throat when Jim with- 
drew a pack of cigarettes from the package. 
“Hey! What are you doing with those? 
You , 

“I thought so. You're a goody-goody, 
aren't you?” 

Dennis didn’t say anything for a moment. 
He only stared. Surprised. Shocked. Jim took 
a cigarette from the pack and put it in his 
mouth a little clumsily, and then reached 
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for a pack of matches in his left pocket. 
Jim stopped his hand in mid air. “Want 


one?” he asked. 


Dennis started to reply, but didn’t. 

Jim struck the match and the flame glowed 
brightly. Then he held the match to the 
tip of the cigarette. After two unsuccessful 
tries, he got the cigarette lighted, and then 
puffed on it for a moment, his eyes watch- 


ing Dennis intently. 


The cigarette burned slowly, filling the 
hayloft with a stinging odor. Then Jim took 
it out of his mouth, coughed a little, and held 
it in his hand, the smoke curling between his 


fingers. 

“Well?” 

Dennis said nothing. 

“Want one?” 

“O.K.,” Dennis said. For 
a moment he felt scared; 
scared he’d make a fool 
out of himself. He’d never 
tried to smoke before; what 
if he coughed or did some- 
thing stupid? But then he 
laughed silently at himself. 
And, as he took the cig- 
arette offered him, he be- 
gan to feel—well—grown 
up. 
He stuck it in his mouth 
and then waited while Jim 
struck a match. 

The cigarette was lit. For 


HOMER NORRIS, ARTIST 


Nancy looked at the cigarette, 
not noticing that the match was 
still burning beside the straw. 
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wide, his forehead wrinkled into a frown. 
Quickly he stuffed the package of cigarettes 
under some hay, and stood up. 

“Whoever it is will smell smoke if he 
comes up here,” Jim said in sharp, crisp 
words. 

Dennis nodded. 


A Y lL O F T “Let’s keep him away.” 
They hurried down from the hayloft. It 
was Mr. Hendrickson, Dennis’ father, who 
| was coming. 
They waited. He glanced up and smiled 
: at Dennis, and Dennis felt a pang of guilt. 
Then Mr. Hendrickson started for the 
hayloft ladder. 
“You want something up there, Dad?” 
Dennis asked, trying to be casual. 


) 





a moment Dennis tried to control his ex- “Just an old pitchfork. I 

pressions as the acrid smoke burned his “TH get it!” Dennis said quickly. 

throat. Then he took the cigarette out and “Well—all right,” his father replied, sur- 
held it. prised. 


Not many kids in school had smoked, he Dennis leaped up the ladder, grabbed the 
was pretty sure of that. He smiled at Jim, pitchfork, and was down seconds _ later. 


and then it turned into a grin. “It's O.K.,” “Here, Dad,” he said, thrusting the handle 
he said. toward his father. 
“Sure,” Jim said. Mr. Hendrickson took it, shaking his head. 


After a few minutes, however, the novelty “Don’t know where you boys get all that 
of it all wore off, and the two 
cigarettes burned out, and were 






© ‘ 2 7 —<— ey a 
crushed on a board nearby. poe - 
It was then that the boys heard =~ 








the footsteps. Jim turned, his eyes 
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Special offer to all stamp-collecting read- 
ers of Junior Guide living outside of the 
United States and its possessions. 

If you will send to the Junior Guide a 
package of 50 (or 25) different stamps from 
the country in which you live (torn, or other- 
wise damaged stamps are not acceptable), 
you will receive in return a similar sized 
package of stamps from the United States of 
America, all different. Please do not send 
stamps from Austria, Germany, or Hungary, 
which were issued before 1939. 


energy on these hot days!” Then, pitchfork 
in hand, he started to leave. 

Jim was already turning to go back into 
the hayloft and remove the evidence, when 
Mr. Hendrickson spoke. 

“Say, boys, would you mind coming with 
me for a moment? I'd like a little help with 
the tractor, and, perhaps, if we get it going, 
why, I think I could use a couple of 
drivers——” 

A chance to drive the tractor was some- 
thing the boys never normally turned down, 
but now they had to force themselves to try 
to act enthusiastic, and it was with appre- 
hension that they followed Mr. Hendrickson. 

None of them had noticed Dennis’ 
younger sister, Nancy, as she peered at 
them from a stall in the barn. 

She liked to play games. She liked to 
follow people and keep from being seen. It 
was funny. Sort of an Indian game, she 
thought. 
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She had been about to follow her brother 
and Jim up the ladder into the hayloft. The 
arrival of her father had spoiled that, but 
she was going to see what they had been 
doing, anyway. 

As soon as the others left, she sneaked 
toward the ladder and a moment later was 
in the heat of the hayloft. 

It was with disappointment after a few 
minutes that she turned to go. She smelled 
acrid smoke, but thought nothing of it. Then 
she noticed the brown paper sack. 

A moment later she discovered the pack 
of cigarettes and matches under the hay. & 

“They must have been smoking!” she said 
aloud. She had seen people smoking, and 
was curious. “If Dennis did it, so can I,” 
she said confidently. 

She took a cigarette from the package. 
“My! It’s sure hot up here,” she said, and 
looked about her at all the hay. 

The cigarette in her mouth, she tried to 
light a match, but failed. She tried to light 
another one, and burned her fingers. Finally 
she had a match glowing just before the end 
of the cigarette. 

The tractor started after a few minutes of 
work, and Dennis climbed into the driver's 
seat, while Jim checked the trailer hitch 
once again. 

“O.K.,” he said. Dennis stepped up the 
speed, put the tractor in gear, and they 
started off to the north pasture. 

It was usually fun to head out to the 
north pasture and pick up wires and things 
that were scattered about. If the wires were 
not picked up, the cattle sometimes ate 
them and the wires cut their stomachs. 

But today, of course, all the boys could 
think about was the evidence in the hay- 
loft. “Think your dad’ll go up there and 
find the stuff?” Jim asked. 

Dennis shook his head, but he wasn’t too 
sure. “I hope not,” he said at last. 

He speeded up the tractor a little, and they 
looked about for wires. 

The cigarette lighted easily enough, and 
Nancy took a big puff and nearly choked. 
She shook her head and coughed, surprised 
at the power in that little white cylinder. 

“Wow!” she exclaimed, staring at the 
cigarette with new respect. She didn’t 
notice that the match she had lit the ciga- 
rette with was now lying, burning slowly, 
near the straw. 

“That must be everything,” Jim said nerv- 

To page 16 























By LESTER E. HARRIS, JR. 


THE SNAKE THAT GOES TO PIECES 





ea are many plants and animals that 
appear to be something they aren’t. For 
instance, some insects are shaped and col- 
ored exactly like the thorns on a rosebush 
so that at first you cannot tell the two apart. 
The harmless whip scorpion looks like the 
poisonous scorpion. The American poison 
hemlock looks like the harmless wild carrot. 
The hognose snake looks and acts like a 
dangerous poisonous snake when it is really 
quite harmless. All of these are nature 
fakers. 

And the most interesting faker is the glass 
snake. It looks like a snake, but it isn’t. It 
breaks into pieces like shattered glass— 
and then it seems to come back together 
again and crawl away; at least, there are 
many people who think it does. I'll tell you 
what really happens in a minute. 

The glass snake is really a lizard that 
doesn’t have any legs. This can be proved 
quickly by looking at the animal’s ears. All 
lizards have ear openings. No snakes have 
ear openings. The glass snake has ear 
openings just behind the eyes so it really 
is a lizard. 

In the United States the glass snake can 
be found in the Central States and the 
Southern States from Texas east to Florida. 
Its smooth, scaly body feels as tough and 





solid to the touch as a piece of wire cable. 
The body itself extends back only about one 
third of the way from nose-tip to tail-tip. 
The other two thirds is of course the tail, 
about which so many folk stories have 
sprung up. 

Farmers’ dogs come upon the glass snake 
in the hayfield or around the barn where 
it is trying to find mice for food. Sensing 
danger, the lizard immediately breaks off 
its tail piece by piece until there are four 
or five pieces scattered around on the ground 
each wriggling violently in a most upsetting 
manner. While the dog tries to figure out 
which piece to grab, the tailless lizard es- 
capes. Then according to the farmer, after 
the dog loses interest and leaves, the lizard 
comes back, picks up all the pieces and 
joins them together again to make himself 
like he was before. But, of course, this does 
not actually happen. The lizard really 
loses its tail all right but it never reassem- 
bles it again. The lizard simply grows a 
new tail. 

It would be convenient for us as humans 
if we could replace severed fingers, arms, 
and legs as easily as the glass lizard does its 
tail. 

This grand nature faker produces its 
young from eggs. The female lays four 
to ten eggs in a rotten log 
then stays near to protect 
them until they hatch. As 
soon as hatching takes 
place the mother leaves the 
young lizards to take care 
of themselves. 

The glass snake nature 


M. HARRIS, ARTIST 
That creature in the picture may 


look like a snake, but it isn’t. 
It is just a very clever deceiver! 
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faker is a perfectly harmless lizard. How- 
ever, there is another nature faker who 
sometimes looks like a snake, but who is in- 
finitely dangerous. This nature faker is Sa- 
tan. We must constantly be on our guard 
to detect his many disguises. 





Fire in the Hayloft 
From page 14 


ously. “Come on, let’s go back to the barn.” 

“Dad’ll think it awfully funny if we don’t 
do a thorough job,” Dennis reasoned. “I 
want to go back, too, but 2 

Jim sighed. “O.K., O.K.,” he said. 

They continued to hunt for wire. 

Nancy was mad. Just plain mad. It wasn't 
fun to smoke at all. In fact, if you asked her, 
it was awfully strange that anybody wanted 
to smoke. She rather doubted if adults were 
all they claimed to be. They probably 
weren't really any too smart, she decided. 

The match near the straw was burning 
toward its end, and the smoke curled up 
from the burnt head. 

Nancy scowled and tossed the cigarette 
to a board near her. “Cig’rets!” she said. 
“Ugh!” 

She got up then, and started to leave, but 
then she noticed the remaining cigarettes, 
and sat down, pulling them from the pack- 
age. 

"_ had seemed forever, but at last the boys 

started back with the tractor and drove it 
into the tractor shed, unhitched the trailer, 
and carried all the wire to a spot reserved 
for it. 

“Come on, let’s get that stuff 
started. 

But just then Mr. Hendrickson ap- 
proached. 

“Come on up to the hayloft for a mo- 
ment, will you, boys? I think if we clean 
out one side we'll have room for some things 
I've been wanting to store up there.” 

They followed, but a little behind. 

“He doesn’t know anything yet,’ Dennis 
whispered. 

Jim nodded. “We'll get up there and slip 
that stuff into our pockets before he sees it.” 

Dennis agreed, and the two hurried a 
little faster. 

They all went up the ladder together. 

They all stopped instantly at the top. 

“W hat—what ” Mr. Hendrickson be- 








Jim 
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gan, staring at his daughter, then his eye fell 
on the match, just as it ignited the straw, 
tossing its flame upward more than two 
inches. He quickly stepped on it, crushing it 
out. Then he turned back to Nancy. 
“Where'd you get those things?” he de- 
manded. 

“The cig’rets?” she asked, turning her 
blue eyes upward. Then she added, confi- 
dentially, “They're pretty bad. I don’t think 
you'd like them, Daddy.” 

Dennis swallowed and felt his stomach 
go tight. He didn’t look at Jim. 

There was a long moment of silence. 

Jim and Dennis kept their eyes on the 
floor and no one spoke. 

Then, finally, Jim looked up. 

Dennis watched him, and waited nerv- 
ously, sweat standing out on his forehead 
and slipping down over his cheeks. His 
hands were knotted in tight fists. 

Jim spoke. His voice was low and soft. 
But his words were hard and distinct. “I 
brought those cigarettes here. It was my 
fault. | thought—I thought I was being real 
smart. I guess I was a fool,” he said. 

There was silence. 

“Dad,” Dennis began, looking up for the 
first time. “It was my fault too——’” 

Mr. Hendrickson was staring at the two 
boys, not speaking. Then, slowly, he picked 
up the cigarettes, the burned matches, the 
paper sack, and crushed them all in his large 
hands. 

Without a word, he turned and walked 
down the ladder, leaving the three up there, 
staring after him. 

Jim, practical-minded, asked: “Is your 
dad going to give it to you? I'm sorry, I 
didn’t mean to get you into all this trouble. 
I hope he se 

Dennis wasn’t listening. He was staring 
at the ladder where his father had been a 
moment before. Then he looked at Nancy. 
Nancy got up and went after her father. 

The two boys were alone in the heat of 
the hayloft. 

Forcing his attention back to what Jim 
was saying, Dennis lifted his eyes at last. 

“I just thought, I guess, that it would 
be fun. I mean, well, I never smoked before 
either. I found that pack of cigarettes. Oh, 
Dennis, what's the use of making excuses? 
We made a mistake. It was my mistake, 
mostly, and I'm sure sorry. I'll go tell your 
dad so he won't be mad at you.” 





a 





They both started toward the ladder, deep 
in thought. How close they had been to 
danger, perhaps to the death of Nancy. If 
the hayloft had caught on fire, the flames 
would have perhaps destroyed her as well 
as the barn. 

And they had been fools to smoke, when 
there was nothing to smoking except harm. 
As they left, Dennis thought of the burned 
match. That little flame—the fire—could 
have caused a lot of trouble. 

In some countries fire is a symbol of pain 
and danger. It was a symbol of the same to 
Dennis now. But it was more—it was the 
symbol of a mistake made, but of a lesson 
learned. A lesson that would never have 
to be repeated. 


Through Deep Waters 
From page 3 


was being held for ransom. More than that, 
he was a Christian boy who had learned to 
look beyond earth’s darkest situations to 
Heaven above for help. 

Kem knew about bandits. From a child 
he had heard of their dark deeds and knew 
better than to expect any mercy at their 
hands. He knew that at any moment they 
might decide to kill him. “If only they will 
give me a quick death,” his thoughts re- 
peated mechanically over and over. 

But as in his urgent need his prayers 
ascended to the God he had learned to love 
and obey, his heart felt strengthened to face 
the death which now seemed inevitable. 


Suddenly a fine looking young man ap- 
peared before him. Kem glanced from the 
approaching youth to the dogs, expecting 
them to go into a frenzy and tear the young 
man to pieces. Instead, they were still watch- 
ing him as though nothing unusual was 
taking place. They seemed to neither see 
nor hear what was going on. 

The stranger came up to the helpless boy 
and began unwinding the ropes and chains 
as though they were mere threads. Still the 
dogs did not move or change their attitude. 


The story of Peter held between armed 
guards flashed into Kem’s mind as the kind 
stranger said, “Follow me.” Kem followed 
—tright by the dogs, who still did not 
notice that anything unusual was taking 
place. 
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FIND A PEN PAL HERE 


If you want pen pals, write to some of these boys 
and girls. They will be glad to get a letter from you. 


Douglas Lamprecht, age 12. 45 Palm Avenue, Hol- 
land Park, Brisbane S.E. 3, Australia. Stamps, swim- 
ming. 

Carolyn Doreen Mock, Box 666, Patagonia, Arizona, 
U.S.A. Piano, shells. 

Winona Darlene Mock, Box 666, Patagonia, Ari- 
zona, U.S.A. Piano. 

Anthony Carzan, age 13. 40 East 83rd Street, New 
York 28, New York, U.S.A. Piano, ball, swimming, 
model planes and boats. 

Aimee Poblete, age 12. Box 1772, Philippine Union 
College, Manila, Philippine Islands. Stamps, violin, 
piano, biking, camping, swimming. 

Jill Lorenson, age 12. Route 1, Box 69, Dixon, 
California, U.S.A. Stamps, flower pressing, swimming, 
photography. 

Jackie Sherman, age 10. P.O. Box 24, Pine Grove, 
California, U.S.A. Swimming, riding horses, skating. 

Rosemary S. Paul, age 13. Essanby Ranch, P/Bag 
111, Fort Victoria, Southern Rhodesia, Africa. Music, 
sewing, cooking, riding horses. 

Charleen Murata, age 12. Route 3, Box 846, Vista, 
California, U.S.A. Reading, swimming, roller skating, 
piano, violin, riding horses, hiking, cats. 

Diane Unsell, age 11. 133 Dogwood Road, Ocean- 
side, California, U.S.A. Music, sports, cats, reading. 

Freddie Villanueva, age 12. 1107 E. 16th Street, 
National City, California, U.S.A. Stamps, post cards. 

Peggy L. Wentworth, 85 Main Street, Freeport, 
Maine, U.S.A. Swimming, dogs, horses, cooking, 
stamps. 

Cheryle Pierce, 501 North D Street, Toppenish, 
Washington, U.S.A. Skiing, ice skating, swimming. 

Daniel Richard Graham, age 12. R.D. 1, Box 191, 
Woodland, Pennsylvania, U.S.A. Biking, piano, read- 
ing, spelling. 








The two walked briskly until they came 
to a river. Again the guide said, “Follow 
me.” It was a deep river, with a deeper 
channel through its center. Kem wondered, 
as the water in the shallow part came up to 
his knees, how he could ever walk through 
the deep part, but he kept on anyway. 

It was a test of faith Kem could never 
forget, for although he went right across the 
depths of the channel the water never came 
above his knees all the way. 

As they came out of the river on the 
other side the guide pointed to a path that 
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led away toward the hills beyond. “Follow 
this path,” said the stranger, and as Kem 
started walking, suddenly he was alone on 
the winding trail. He walked and walked, 
but always the path was there to follow, 
and though he had no idea where he was 
going he obediently kept on as instructed. 
Later that day he walked right into the 
Seventh-day Adventist conference head- 
quarters in China and told this story to 
Elder S. G. White, at that time stationed 
in the Chinese Mission and later secretary to 
llen G. White. Elder White told the story 
to Elder E. M. Sears and Elder Sears told it 
to me. And now I'm telling it to you, 
Juniors, in hopes you will realize anew that 
you have a friend you may appeal to at 
any time—your very own guardian angel. 





A Message From the Great One 
From page 5 


to wait while the patient was taken inside. 
It seemed to him a long time before the men 
came out and told him it was time to eat. 
But Songezo wasn’t interested in food at 
the moment. He had traveled many days to 
hear the message from Nukulu Nukulu. 

He saw someone leaving a side door of 
the mission hospital and hastened to ask, 
“Have you a message from the Great Great 
One?” 

“Yes, we have. Come and have food and 
then we will show it to you. It is in a book.” 

“What is a book?” Songezo’s questions 
were starting all over again. 

When everyone was ready to eat and 
the mush baskets were in front of them they 
bowed their heads and thanked the Great 
Great One for their food and for the rain 
and for their health. After they had eaten 
their mush one of the men took a book 
from the shelf, opened it, and was about to 
read when Songezo said softly, “Is that the 
paper that talks?” 

“The message from Nukulu Nukulu is in 
this book,” the man explained. “It says here 
that Nwkulu Nukulu loves us all.” 

Songezo arose to his feet and stretched his 
hands to receive the book. He held it 
reverently and looked at it for some mo- 
ments, then handed it back. 

“I will stay here and learn the message 
from the Great Great One and then I will 
tell it to my people,” he said softly. 


Jack’s Adventure 
From page 9 


proaching Asia they had to shift their posi- 
tion a little to reach North America. As they 
drew a little nearer the ground the man saw 
some small boys running through a cornfield. 
They would stop now and then to gather a 
few blackberries and eat them. Then they be- 
gan getting ready for a swim in the little 
creek a few rods ahead of them. The first boy 
ran out onto the diving board, teetered a 
time or two, and dived into the water. But 
his head stuck in the water and left the rest 
of his body sticking up in the air. The man 
was greatly perplexed about this and asked 
for the explanation. The Light called his at- 
tention to the speedometer again, which 
registered one. He explained that they were 
traveling at the same speed as light. In other 
words they were just keeping up with those 
light rays, so no new light rays could reach 
them, neither could they catch up with other 
light rays ahead of them. The Light pulled 
the lever a little, and the man saw the boy 
rise into the air and light on the diving board, 
run back to the shore, put on his clothes, and 
run backwards into the cornfield. He noticed 
that he began taking some blackberries out 
of his mouth and sticking them onto the 
bushes. 

““What is all that?’ the man asked in 
amazement. 


““We are catching up with those first 
rays of light that we saw, the Light ex- 
plained. ‘Now we shall slow down and see 
how it looks.’ 


“The man saw the boys run onto the 
springboard, dive into the water, swim 
around, and come out onto the shore again. 
The Light next explained that he could 
catch up with any light rays that had ever 
been made in the history of the world and 
see everything that had ever happened just 
as it was. On hearing this, the man asked 
to see his railroad accident. In a moment he 
saw the road that he had traveled over only 
an hour or so ago, saw his car approach 
the crossing, saw the anxious look come over 
the engineer’s face, saw the train toss his car 
fifty feet into the air, saw the crowd gather 
around his body, saw the ambulance that 
picked him up, and saw his body lying in 
the Funeral Home. 

“See whether you remember this scene,’ 
the Light said, as he shifted his place in the 
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The Elephant and » 


the Flea \ 
By REUBEN S. DE LONG 
An elephant, in great dis- / 


tress, was trumpeting aloud, 
a flea had crawled beneath 
his ear; the monstrous beast 
was cowed. 

The flea hopped on along 
his back, then down a leg 
behind, beneath the tummy, 
up his face—can you his 
journey find? 

‘Tis all in fun. The drills 
of fleas that we have known 
have never been sharp 
enough to pierce such skin. 
It’s tougher far than leather. 
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firmament. There the man saw a little fel- 
low standing near a box of delicious apples 
in a grocery store. Oh, it all came back 
clearly to him now! It had been years since 
that scene had faded from his memory. 
He was that little boy. Remembering what 
had taken place, he requested the Light to 
speed on to some other scene, but appar- 
ently the Light did not understand. There 
he saw himself take one of those apples 
from that box when the grocerman’s back 
was turned. He saw himself going down 
the street eating away on that stolen fruit. 
As far as he knew not a living soul on earth 
ever knew that he had taken that apple. 
His friends had always had confidence in 
his honesty. But there was that scene in all 
its details. Oh, how dreadful it seemed to 
the man now! He turned from the view and 
asked what he could do now to blot that 
picture from the light of heaven. The 
Light replied that there was no way at all. 
The light rays had been made and would 
remain throughout eternity just as they 
were. 

“Next he saw himself taunting another 
boy and trying to pick a fight with him. He 
remembered how manly he felt picking on 
that ragged lad. But, oh, how mean and 
cowardly it looked now! He tried to turn 
from the sight, but he could not. That scene, 
too, would stand forever. 

“Of course, we know that this never ac- 
tually happened,” Frank added. “In fact, 
the editor’s note explained that his paper 
was not a story magazine and that this ar- 
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ticle had been written to stress certain facts 
about light rays and not to tell a story about 
an accident. But it has caused me to do a lot 
of thinking since.” 

“I do not know that that story is so far 
off after all,” said Joe. “Of course, that spirit 
idea and that going to heaven as soon as 
one is killed is out, but I was reading some- 
thing similar to that in The Great Contro- 
versy yesterday after our Sabbath school. 
Here it is: ‘Above the throne is revealed 
the cross; and like a panoramic view ap- 
pear the scenes of Adam’s temptation and 
fall, and the successive steps in the great 
plan of redemption.’” 

“Read the whole chapter to us,” sug- 
gested Donald. “That chapter, ‘The Con- 
troversy Ended, pictures the most vivid 
scenes I have ever read in all my life.” 

The boys listened attentively until the 
last words were read. For a moment all sat 
in silence. Then Donald said, “I can hardly 
realize that I shall be there myself and be- 
hold all that with these same eyes and that 
I shall take part in that very scene.” 

“And to think that we shall see every- 
thing that we have ever done ought to be 
enough to cause us to think seriously about 
every action we do day by day,” Frank com- 
mented. 

Jack asked, “Will the righteous have all 
their sins revealed before the universe too?” 

“No, I do not understand so,” replied 
Frank. “Jesus has promised to blot out 
every sin that has been confessed. He has 
promised to remove them as far as the east 














is from the west. Did you ever stop to think 
how much farther that is than it is from 
the north to the south?” 

“No, I always thought it was about the 
same,” answered Jack. 

“But it is not. You can go south just so far 
and then there is only one direction that you 
can go and that is north. But not so with east 
and west. You can go west forever and 
never get to the east.” 

“Well, I never thought of that before,” 
chimed in Joe. 

“I am thankful the Lord has given us 
this time now in which we can ask Him to 
blot out our sins and mistakes and make our 
picture clean and white, so we will not 
be ashamed to see our records on that great 
day,” said Donald. 

The boys knelt down and prayed: “For- 
give us our debts, as we forgive our debtors. 
And lead us not into temptation, but de- 
liver us from evil: for thine is the kingdom, 
and the power, and the glory, for ever. 
Amen.” 

(Next week: “Spirits—or what?” ) 





Rugged Country for Rugged Men 
From page 11 


and bewildered look, spun in a complete 
circle, leaped nearly straight up and over 
the crest of the ridge and away to the deep 
forest below. (Did I get the picture? Let's 
change the subject.) 

With my pack reloaded (after a fashion) 
and with one last longing look in the direc- 
tion in which our most recent prize had 
disappeared, we were off again. Our goal 
was fully a mile ahead. Mountain miles are 
long, long miles, especially in midafter- 
noon when behind are many rocky miles 
that weary feet have traveled over and must 
retrace before nightfall. But determination 
to reach a goal is strong in every human 
heart, especially young hearts. 


Tired as we were, the high mountain air 
and the vastness of the wild scenery con- 
tinued to thrill us. One more hill and we 
would be there. I had had certain doubts in 
my mind for some time. Maybe the others 
had the same, but none of us expressed them. 
We hoped for a hearty welcome and maybe 
some food at the top of the hill. And so we 
plodded on, resting often to let newborn 
streams trickle over our dry lips and tongue, 
but drinking only a little for it is not wise 
to drink much when warm. 

The goal at last! Our suspicions were cor- 
rect. The cabin was deserted and locked! 
One shutter had been left unbarred. We 
opened it and peered beyond the broken 
glass. We looked almost longingly at the 
one cot and the apple box cupboard with its 
few food supplies. The little stove and the 
pile of wood invited us to spend the night. 
But signs said, “U.S. Government. No 
Trespassing.” We contented ourselves by 
lounging against the sunny side of the 
cabin. 

“Say, fellows, you know something?” 

“What?” 

“We're a long way from camp. Rouse 
your sleepy bones and let’s be off.” 

Nightfall saw weary hikers back at camp. 
The fire glowed with memories. Ah, 
rugged mountains for rugged men. 
Through our minds flowed vivid pictures as 
stars winked good night—pictures of end- 
less ridges, mountain peaks, far-reaching 
rolling hills of timber threaded with silver 
rivers wending their way from eternal 
snows to eternal tides where sunsets bathed 
the sea in rose and purple and kissed the 
snow-capped peaks with soft afterglow. We 
fell asleep, too tired to dream—even about 
bears. 

(Concluded next week) 








COVER PICTURE by H. A. Roberts. Story 
illustrations not otherwise credited are by 
John Gourley. 
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Prepared by the Sabbath School Department of the General Conference 


‘VI-TWO PRIVATE INTERVIEWS 


(August 


SABBATH AFTERNOON 


READ THE LESSON TEXTS: John 3:1-8; 4:5- 
15, 27-30, 39-42. 

LEARN THE MEMORY VERSE: “The wind 
bloweth where it listeth, and thou hearest the 
sound thereof, but canst not tell whence it 
cometh, and whither it goeth: so is every one 
that is born of the Spirit” (John 3:8). 

READ THE GUIDING THOUGHT. 


Guiding Thought 

Jesus did not wait for a crowd to gather be- 
fore He preached the great truths of the gospel. 
Wherever there was a need to understand how 
God’s plan works for our happiness and salva- 
tion, Jesus would stop to explain it. This week 
we shall see how in two personal interviews 
Jesus explained the truths of the gospel to in- 
dividuals. In the story of the visit of Nicodemus 
by night we see how Christ pleads with individ- 
uals to be born again, into God's kingdom 
through the Holy Spirit. In the story of the 
woman whom He met by Jacob’s well in Sa- 
maria, we see how Christ pleads with individuals 
to drink the living water that ever satisfies. And 
even though Jesus told these truths in each case 
to just one person, they’ were eventually given 
to the whole world through His hearers, for 
each became a missionary giving the gospel to 
those they lived among. 


SUNDAY 


Nicodemus Calls on Jesus 


1. Find John 3:1, verse 2, first sentence. What 
man of authority in the Jewish nation came se- 
cretly to Jesus one night? 

NoTE.—Nicodemus had been greatly moved 
by the teachings of Jesus and wanted to know 
more of the truths of the gospel He preached. 
He was too afraid, however, of his position in 
the nation, to go openly to Jesus, so he went 
secretly to Him under cover of darkness to learn 
the answers to the many questions in his mind. 


2. Read the rest of verse 2. With what words 
did he greet Jesus? 

NOTE.—By these words Nicodemus showed 
that although he respected Jesus as a teacher 
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sent from God, he had not yet received Him as 
his Saviour. 

For further reading: The Desire of Ages, 
p. 167; p. 168, pars. 1-3. 


MONDAY 
Christ Teaches the Need for a New Birth 


§. Find John 3:3. What did Jesus tell Nicode- 
mus that he needed? 

4. Read verse 5. Of what kind of birth was 
Jesus speaking? 

NOTE.—Just as surely as we enter the king- 
dom of this world by the process of physical 
birth, so surely must we enter the kingdom of 
God by the process of spiritual birth. When any- 
one accepts Christ as a Saviour, he starts a new 
life—with new ambitions, new feelings toward 
others, new hopes for the future, new happiness 
for the present. 

' 5. Read verses 7, 8. What illustration did Jesus 

use to show how the Holy Spirit works on the 
hearts of those who are born into Christ’s king- 
dom? 

NoTE.—‘“While the wind is itself invisible, 
it produces effects that are seen and felt. So 
the work of the Spirit upon the soul will reveal 
itself in every act of him who has felt its saving 
power. When the Spirit of God takes possession 
of the heart, it transforms the life. Sinful 
thoughts are put away, evil deeds are renounced; 
love, humility, and peace take the place of anger, 
envy, and strife. Joy takes the place of sadness, 
and the countenance reflects the light of heaven.” 
—The Desire of Ages, p. 173. 

For further reading: The Desire of Ages, p. 
176, pars. 1, 2; p. 177. 


TUESDAY 
At Jacob’s Well 


6. Find John 4:5, 6. Jesus spent a little time 
in Judea and then turned His feet toward Gali- 
lee. In order to do this He had to travel through 
Samaria. At what ancient landmark in this prov- 
ince did He rest in the heat of the day while His 
disciples went to buy food? 

7. Read verse 7. Who came to draw water 
while Jesus sat there, and how did Jesus open a 
conversation with her? 











































NOTE.—“The hatred between Jews and Sa- turned to the well with the food they had bought, 
maritans prevented the woman from offering a What did the woman do? 
kindness to Jesus; but the Saviour was seeking 13. Read verse 39. What was the result of her 
to find the key to this heart, and with the tact missionary work for her own people? 
born of divine love, He asked, not offered, a 


favor.” —The Desire of Ages, p. 184. 14. Read verses 40, 41. How did her witnessing 


é : to the change Jesus had brought about in her 
8. Read verse 9. Surprised at being asked a life and thinking pave the way for Jesus Himself 
favor by one who was obviously a Jew, what to preach in Samaria? 


did the woman ask? : NOTE.—“In her joy she {the woman of Sa- 
For further reading: The Desire of Ages, maria} hurried away to the town near by, and 


p. 183. called the people to come and see Jesus. 
WEDNESDAY “So they came to the well, and asked Him to 

i stay with them. He remained two days, and 

Living Water taught them, and many listened to His words. 
9. Find John 4:10. What did Jesus say He had They repented of their sins, and believed on 

to offer the woman at the well? Him as their Saviour.”—The Story of Jesus, pp. 
NoTE—The woman at the well had lived a 5, 56 

life of sin. She had tried one thing after another For further reading: The Desire iz Ages, p 

to satisfy her thirst for pleasure. Jesus offered 191, pars. 1-4; p. 194, par. 4; p. 195. 

her joys that would never cease. FRIDAY 


aan Read verse ae <6 Joems explicit the To whom did Jesus speak the following? 
iving water to er? ; (Write N for Nicodemus or WS for the Woman 
NOoTE.—“By the living water is meant the of Samaria.) 
Holy Spirit. As a thirsty traveler needs water to 
drink, so do we need God’s Spirit in our hearts. 
He who drinks of this water shall never thirst. 
“The Holy Spirit brings God’s love into our 
hearts. It satisfies our longings, so that the riches 
and honors and pleasures of this world do not at- 
tract us.” —The Story of Jesus, p. 55. 


) 
11. Read verses 15, 25, 26. How did the woman Who asked Jesus the following? (Write N 


1. The memory verse. (_ ) 
“Ye must be born again.” (_ ) 
3. “Whosoever drinketh of the water that I 
shall give him shall never thirst.” (  ) 
4. “That which is born of the flesh is flesh; 
and that which is born of the Spirit is spirit.” 


show that she understood Christ’s meaning? for Nicodemus or WS for the Woman of Sa- 
For further reading: The Desire of Ages, p. maria.) ; 
189, par. 3; p. 190, pars. 1, 2. 1. “How can a man be born when he is old?” 
, ( ) 
THURSDAY 2. “How is it that thou, being a Jew, askest 


drink of me?” (_ ) 
Have you been born again? 
Have you drunk of Christ's living water? 


Missionary to Samaria 
12. Find John 4:28, 29. When the disciples re- 





Jesus told Nicodemus that 
in order to be saved a person 
must be born again. No one 
can do this for himself, but 
the Holy Spirit will do it 
for everyone who asks Him. 
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